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F uneral Eleg Y. 


Eath knows no 'F ogg Ditincien x or ahi 
. But clairgs an.Univerlal;Manarchy ,; # 087 551 
And when HeStrickes, as ſurcly falls to ground | 
The Hand that's Scepter'd and the Head that's Gromwn'd; 


oor VVreich whale hte dead tofnarmc/ / 
No $tate, but that of Slavery,and Wae,., 4 | + 
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But wonder not, Ye Princes, at your Fate, 


VVho for a time fo Pow Tful are, and Great 5, 


# = 33s 


VVhen the moſt ; GQUorious Prince aire 
APlace to lay his Head, but? A iP {> 
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R:;ew her Sorrows for the Dead in Duſt :.. 


From the cold Tomb newfTribute does ariſe-- 


Of Groans, of bleeding Breaſts and ſtreaming Eyes. 
Is She, | age, wr T4 $f wall 
Of all acne thy Writ wears > © 
Was She not all thy Joy, thy Happinef, 
And'darling Hope of anew Age of Blif?- , 
Did not hef worted Healch, ardVigour prom | 
O. yes ! Sie 'was—h Did—— * 

Mourn' ther her Unexpetted, Sad Deceaſe 
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VVhievſbY Thee of ach Joys, fach hopes as Theſe; | 


VVhile I Preſaiit Her \ T*jwrd ] to thy View,. 
Yet ſhew enough to: make thee Bleed anew. 
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Nature and Grace here exquiſi tely joyn'd* 
To Finilth, SS Art: a_ Forw and Mind, 
The beſt crealtf Eoodlineſs, « a Charm - 
/all Hearts to Conguer, and all - Hands diſarm 5: 
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While innate Fn uf {kh + $0017 < ne, Om” 
And Pertue ſrtamp'd on it «lating —_ 
The Grand. Exempler to our Sex, Albne 
Tt imitable Stewderd of her own : | 
As far excelling Allin every Cnace; 
As ſhein Dignity 'exceH'd the Race. 
But She's 0 wore, the Headw-boru Sout is fled ** 
To bliſs, and left the beantions Body dead. © © © 
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Placd High as the bright Ruler of our Days. | 
Yer kind and Condeſoending as his Rays, | 
Gentle to AY}, who new Obedience took 
That kindled from the Kindneſs of her Look.. 
Faſic and Aﬀable to that Degree, | 
As ſome thought unbecoming Majeſty 3 'Þ 
But fare thoſe Criticks ne're deſerv'd the grace, | | 
VVho cou'd to ſee Wer Smile, Uprai'd the Face. 
They who Huw in Princes Blame, _ 
VVhere ploy 14t 465 the ime. 


For what in Others dos :; a £47 'TEmain, 
Becomes a Fevonr, when | beyond our Claim. 
But She's no more 3 5 Rei 'd by Haeility. 
Above the projpett of the proudeft Hye. 


Her Piety—but Q. my. feeble Pen 
Starts back, and fears to touch the Awful _ Theam. 
VVhat muſt I do 2 —O now. that I coud..VVrite, 
To rouſe the Britiſh Eagleto a Flight, 
With her Unerring V Vang, 
And ſtrike the Heavenly String ! 
But on my Muſe, - and to the VVorld i impart * 
How Good She \ was,” or bow Lnskill dr thou art. 
Devotion was her Conftant True Delight, 
The Lamp was ever burning, « ever brighs, - _ 
Kept up a daily Intercourſe with Heayn, 7 ">" 
VVhich ſmeoth'd the way 0 'of Life, and held her Even. | 
No fond Enthuſiaſtick Tranſpops jpn' , IM I Y , 


To mix with the haſt Ardours of her Mind 


L ih. = . 
And taint the Sweet Leading acriiy,,.. TD: 2+ 8s 


ig Heart did burn; bye thing oorin ket Eyes, .. 


Sure 


- 
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Sure if in Mortal ever did appear, *' - 
The very Beauty of true Holineſs, 'twas Here. 
VVhich thus refleted on'the outward Shrine, 
Declar'd the Treaſure, it contain?d, Divine. 
Rome's Temples then wou'd have Embal'd thy Fame, 
The Prayers to their Y7rgix Bad come lame, ; 
VVith Thought of Thee, when they Invok'd her name. 
But She*s no' more, Rewarded Picty | 
Confirms Her now the Saint Sh" appear'd to be. 


VVho can her wondrows Charity expreſs ? 
VVhich yet the warmth of Thouſands muſt Confeſs ? 


Bleſt Queen ! *was thy Coutrivance how to ſpare, 2 


| That Others might the well- 'Plac'd bounty ſhare, 


Andthe Delight i it” "rave Thee, Crows thy Charadter. 
But She's no more, and ſure had little need 


Of Charity, who had no ſins 10 hide: 


How in our Monarch's Abſence did She Reige | 
How well the VVeight of Goverment ſuſtain ! 
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Of fo Corret&t a Judgment 'in«hat>Art 3 [-1. 

Her Conſtancy became a. mecefſary part. 

Thy Salick, Law no longer, Gallia, boaſt, 

Howeret he Sexe's Charter there'be loſt, 

A VVoman here cou'd Govern to thy Coſt. 

The I illies trembled at the Lyons Roar, 

VVhile Aaming Forts juſtly confeſt the Pow'r . 

Of that moſt Lib'ral Art They taught the VVorld before 


The Dear Palla4inn of her Country's Peace, 
VVhoſe Heav 'oly meekneſs conquer'd the Exceſs 
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Of warring Minds, and forc'd 'em to relent ; E 

At leaſt in loving Her all Parties did Conſent. 

So mild, lo fiveer . Temper nd not fail 

Oe the molt ſtubborn Natures to prevail: 

(How cou'd the Softer Sex 545 ever Rail D 
Great is thy Vidory, Wo I 6 
Lie the dear, bleſt Remains of ach a Zueen 3 
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VVho as She Liv'd, calmly refign'd lier breat h, 
Appearing pleasd even in the Arms of Death ; 
Smitd at the Stroke, which had for her no Sting, 
Felt by All elſe, but chiefly by the King 3 
The Pious King, for whom Alone we live, 


The King who only can our Loſs Retreive. 


Here Reſt in Peace, and ſweeteſt Slumbers take, | 
Till the laſt Joyful Sound thy Duſt awake, : 
And raiſe it to a Crown Hands cannot make z 

While we are Orphans doubly Thus become. 

And envy the Embraces of thy Tomb. 
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